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Author's Notes: 
Some smutt | needed to get out of my system ;) 


Mom would either throw a fit or have a heart attack if she could see me now. Likely, itd be a combination of 
both. Dad would probably kill me and disown me, then chop him up in hundreds of pieces and burn the parts to 
ashes. Not necessarily in that order. 


I'm on my back, the uncomfortable, grease stained backseat of his old green van digging awkwardly into my 
shoulderblades. I've got my new Motörhead T-shirt on, the one he gave me with the excuse that it was too 
small for him, pulled up far enough to expose my perked brown nipples. I've got my socks on, too, white and a 


bit dirty. But that's practically all, my sneakers discarded and my pants shedded. 


He's above, me grinding and thrusting, making me whimper and whine as he pushes his rock hard cock into me, 

plowing deeper each time. | push my the back of my head against the cold steel, grabbing onto whatever | can 

to find leverage as | buck against him, rolling my hips. Gyrating them, and his breath hitches as he picks up his 
pace, hitting the spot that sends jolts of pure white pleasure down my spine. 


We've been seeing each other for a while now. He's one of the cool kids, the popular guys. He's in the baseball 
team, and kick boxing. Some martial arts too, | think, but | never dared to ask. | don't know why. He's handsome, 
in a dangerous and alluring sort of way, with his hazel brown eyes and his long strawberry blonde cork screw 
curls cascading over his shoulders. Usually he wears skin tight blue jeans and a well fitting black leather jacket. 
He smells like corn chips and summer rain. He lives on his own with his dog in a one roomer, he's told me, and | 


think he's the guitarist for some underground metal band. His name is Dave. Dave Mustaine. 


| keen, and moan, and shudder as he aims particularly well, hitting my sensitive spot right on, making my back 
arch and my toes curl as he pulls in and out, filling me again and again. Man, I'm gonna cum right off the back 
if he keeps doing that, so | grab him by the ass, one hand on each cheek, pushing my legs further up the 


small of his back and squeezing as | try to help Dave ram me harder, help him plunge deeper. 


This is the fifth time we do it in his van. We've been sneaking off together during lunch hours and after school 
is through to get down and dirty. Dave's always waiting at the parking lot. Each Monday, Wednesday and Friday. 
The routine is always the same, he's on his way to work and I've got some time on my hands to kill. But this is 
only the fourth time we fuck. And he's so damn good at it, one hand stroking my cock feverishly, smearing the 
pre-cum and rubbing the head as he strikes my spot again. | told him | wanted him to do that first time we 


tried it out, and he's done it instinctively every time since. Jesus fuck, I'm losing it. 


| force my eyes to remain open so | can watching him, trembling from head to toe as my impending orgasm 
begins to tingle through my groin area, settling in my balls like a tight pulsating sensation His forehead is 
sticky with sweat, his bangs glued to the dampened skin. His eyes are squeezed shut, and his upper lip is drawn 
into a delicious snarl, quivering. It's such a turn on to know | make Dave feel this good, that | can keep him 
satisfied He's groaning my name, over and over as if it was a prayer, revering it. He's still fully clothed, his 
black Judas Priest tank top clinging to his sweaty back, the scent of musk and sex hanging heavy in the air 
around us, making it hard to breathe. 


| really like him. He's so different from everybore else | ever met; harsh and brash and cold, but at the same 
time he's tender and gentle and vulnerable. He's one giant contradiction, even when we fuck, he does it like he 
wants to be tough but still he's affectionate. He could hurt me, he knows | wouldn't stop him, but he won't. 


| feel the familiar clenching in my crotch, eyes rolling back into my head and | bite down at the side of his neck 
to silence and stifle my moans, wanting to leave my mark on him, Wanting the world to know | get to have him. 
We wouldn't want anyone outside possible hearing me. Not that they couldn't tell he's getting some action, but | 
know he'd rather have them assume it's a chick he's nailing. 


Shuddering from head to toe, the fire rakes through me and | blow my load all over my belly, thick stripes of 


warm cum against my hairless skin He's fuzzier than me, he has ginger chest hair. | like that. 


He growls an, ‘oh, fuck’ under his breath and delivers one last shove, his mouth stretching into a wide o, and | 
feel him tremble as he releases himself inside of me. We don't use protection, | don't mind having his seed 


inside of me, having him conquer and claim me. It feels warm. | feel like lm his. | was a virgin before | met him, 


and he was clean. He is clean. | was his first guy. 


He sinks down on top of me as | stretch out as much as the limited space allows, his body feeling heavy but 
nice where he's slumped over me. His breath ghosts across the side of my neck, makes goosebumps break out. 
The aftermath feels good, despite the fact that | know he's going to want to leave soon He's always quick to 
say goodbye. 


He's older than me; three years older. I'm barely IT, not even legal. Hell, my parents would have his head on a 
plate if they knew he was balls deep buried in my ass only 60 seconds ago. I'd never tell them, they're too 
religious, they wouldn't get it. | don't care anyway, | know it's not a crime, because | want him. If it's a sin, | 


don't care. | bet | want him more than he wants me, although it makes me sad to think that way. 


But today there is no quick goodbye. Instead, he larks his arms around my waist, snuggling close. | watch 
curiously, feel him shift just a bit to pull out of me, breaking our connection But he stays close, sliding down 
to rest his head against my chest where my heart is still beating rapidly like a sledge hammer. His legs are 
bent, with his feet and lower legs pushed up against the wall behind him as he lyes on his belly. He's got such 
long lean legs, being talled but not lanky. 


We met at a party, through a mutual friend, but | don't even remember who he or she was. | don't give a 
fuck anyway. We hit it off real well, went to be on our own. He was smoking a joint, | was drinking a beer. 
Things escalated from there. We were high and drunk, and we just wanted to get off. Fuck, | was horny that 
night. So was he. | remember we made out on someone's bed, in a completely dark room, rubbing against each 
other until we came in our jeans. | remember trying so hard to hide the wet spot at the crotch of my pants 


when | came home. Mom had been waiting up for me. 


| really, really like him. Does he like me, too? He's the dangerous, cool, laid back and gorgeous guy the girls talk 
about. They keep hoping he's going to pick one of them, they want him to take them to town so badly. | can 
see the way they tense up when he gets close, flustered and flushing. Hoping he'll speak to them. But he's with 
me. Whatever he says to them, I'm the one he fucks in the back of his junkyard of a van. It feels good. 


He spills gentle kisses across my chest. That's new. Does he want to go a second time? | might be up for that, 
my cock twitching just a bit, and | don't care if | get late to class. I'd rather cut all day and just stay with him. 
He asks me if | ever saw his place, and | reply with the negative. There's something inside of me, some sort of 
expectation or hope, that keeps bursting like a million fireworks inside of my chest. Does he want me to follow 


him home? Doesn't he have to work today? 


He sits up finally, pushing his sweat soaked hair out of his face, leaning his back against the wall of the vehicle 
and skillfully lighting up a smoke from his half empty pack. | remain on the opposite side, watching him suck in 
the air and blow it out through his nose. He looks like a dragon. Until he waves at me to come join him. | feel 


shy all of a sudden, despite having had my legs spread and in the air for him only moments ago. 


| remember when he blew me for the first time. I'd never had a blowjob done to me before. | was sitting on 


the school yard bench, sometime around midnight, beneath the unveiled stars and with the dark as my only 


companion. He'd told me to meet him there, and when he arrived | was icy cold, quivering. He warmed me up 
alright, placed his jacket over my shoulders and even though it wasn't exactly fluent as he went down on me, 
gagging and pulling back when attempting deep throating me, it felt amazing. He spit my juices out on the 
ground when | came, refusing to swallow and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. 


| blew him afterwards to reciprocate, and proudly swallowed all he had to give. He tasted good; sweet and salty, 
bitter and musky, all at once. Creamy. | wanna do it again just thinking of it. He felt guilty afterwards though, | 


saw it in his eyes, and he promised he'd blow me next time, properly. He kept his promise. 


| sit beside him as his free hand comes up to cup the back of my head, and | watch him inhale the smoke 
deeply before kissing me, his eyes fluttering shut while he exhales the smoke into my surprised, open mouth. | 
try not to cough though my throat is burning from the strange, unfamiliar sting of the smoke. It tastes odd, 


like nicotine and sex. 


When he pulls back, there's a sneer on his face. | swear Dave can't produce a real smile, because his sneer is 
gentle and kind, and his eyes glow with affection Maybe he does like me, right? He could, couldn't he? Like an 
ordinary, tiny farm boy like myself, | mean. He's such a rare beauty, with milky white skin, and freckles strewn 
scarcely across the bridge of his nose. | look down, suddenly shy, and reach for a random cloth convenitently 


stored away to wipe away the drying cum off my chest. 


He stretches out his long legs, his limp dick still sticking out of the fly of his pants from a nest of orange red 


curls. Fuck, he's gorgeous. 

‘| like you, | shouldn't.. but | do; he says suddenly, and my head snaps up. 

| stare at him with wide chocolate orbs, as his gaze is glued to the opposite wall, his fingers fiddling somewhat 
nervously with the cigarette that's dangling from them. It's more than half burnt down, the ashes raining down 
onto his right sneaker and he brushes them off carelessly. My throat feels hoarse and my mouth is dry but 
my heart leeps for joy. 

‘| like you, too, | finally manange to croak out, my palms clammy and my face tinted pink. 

He turns his head to give me a long, undefinable look before offering me that fond sneer I've become so 
familiar with by now, the one that makes my belly flutter. The one | adore. He reaches out to wrap an arm 
around my shoulders and pulls me close. He's becoming more and more affectionate, and | find myself depending 
on it as he presses a gentle but wet kiss to my cheek. 

‘That's good, real good, he murmurs, ‘we can't tell anyone, you know?! 


‘| know! 


| nod weakly, knowing that's a small prize to pay if he's indicating what | hope he is, biting the inside of my 
bottom lip and chewing on it until | make it break and bleed, wincing when | taste iron and feel the sting of pain 


| rest my head against his shoulder and his hand comes up to stroke my hair. | can't help but purr in 
satisfaction. 


‘You wanna come home with me after school, see my dog? Stay the night?" he offers, and | feel myself 
melting into a puddle of pure bliss and happiness. 


He wants me, he likes me. He wants me to follow him home. Me, out of all people. The dorky thin kid with the 
too big nose and the googly eyes. Me, the weak no body who never had sex until | ran into him. Me, the nerd 
who goes to church with his parents every Sunday morning like a good Christian despite getting sloshed and 
shitfaced each Saturday night. Me. Plain old me. Gorgeous Dave wants me. 


| nod again, and can't hide the excitement filtering through my voice as | stutter, ‘Yeah, sure, I'd lo-- like to! 


He chuckles softly, a light and raspy sound but it's music to my ears, ‘Anything for you, Junior. Look, | ain't no 
good with this being together thing, but.. maybe it works better with a guy? | kinda feel like it might: 


l'm surprised to hear him reveal something so private about himself, | don't even know his mother's name, | 
only know he has sisters but he never mentioned how many. He never mentioned why his father remains 
abscent from the few stories he shares about his past. This is huge, and groundbreaking coming from him. 
Because now | get it. Those girls could drop their panties to the floor and bend over right in his face however 


much they wanna, because Dave is mine. Dave wants me. 


He doesn't say anything else before pulling me onto his lap, and | gladly spread my legs to straddle his thighs. | 
feel the fabric of rough, worn denim against my own skin, makes my arousal roar back to life. His eyes a 
darkening, and | can tell he wants a second round as his hazel orbs are slowly engulfed and swallowed by the 
black pupils. He smirks, grabbing me by the hair and molding our mouths together. Our teeth clash awkwardly, 
but neither stops. | feel his tongue slip into my mouth, dancing with mine. Swirling and | slump forwards, 


wrapping my arms around his neck as he slides down just a bit. 


| don't care. I'm going to miss my next class, mom and dad are going to find out | wasn't there. | don't care. | 
feel his hand sneak down to my cock, already half hard from his hungry, fevrish kisses. He tugs at me and | 
rock my hips, fucking his hand until I'm hard and leaking like a fountain. | know he doesn't need more than that, 
more than watching me thrash and grunt over his ministrations. Our lips stay locked as he jerks me, both of 
us panting through our noses until he breaks away. | watch a thin string of saliva dangle in the air between us 


before breaking. 


His chest is heaving, and | know what he wants, his swollen lips hanging open as he scoots down just a little 
more, enough for me to be able to straddle his hips. | can do this. Repositioning myself, | place my knees on 
either side of his waist, feeling the rough fabric against my bare knees as | position myself. He spits into his 


hand, and | don't care that we don't have more lube. 


He doesn't need to prepare me, not this time, and as he holds his dick steady, | brace my hands against his 


shoulders, lowering my self inch by inch until I'm impaled. God, it feels so fucking good to have him inside me. 


| watch his eyes fall shut, and he's snarling again. | love that sex face. It sends electrical currents through my 
groin and thighs, making my dick jump. 


lve done this once before, the second time we fucked. First time in the van, and he drove us to a secluded 
area near the park. Forbidden to park in, but as long as no one saw us, we were cool. We opened the front 
doors and let the scent of summer and the slight, cool breeze surround us as | rose and sank. He scratched 


my hips that time, | still got the scars to show for it. 


| don't waste any time, | want him so bad, raising myself, my thigh muscles straining as | set a pace, rising and 
falling. Dropping down hard enough to make Dave's hips jerk and stutter beneath me, and he's gasping this time. 
| proud myself when | can drag moans or gasps from him, as he's usually the quiet type. 


His eyes are open this time, heavy lidded and hooded as they watch me. Glassy and layered with a thin hue, 
wetness pooling at the corners. Fuck, he loves it when | ride him, it's almost unrealistic how much he basks in 


it. His hips are working beneath me, psuhing up against me and meeting me halfway. 


I'm gonna come, I'm gonna lose it, so | stop the rhythm set in favour of grinding and writhing against him to 
get myself off, feeling his length rub against me from inside, just where | need it, and fisting my hands in his 
wild, flameing curls. They're soft as silk between my fingers, his skin feeling wet where it rubs against mine, 
and the head of my cock brushes against his belly, leaving a wet trail of pre-cum. My eyes fall shut as my 
second orgasm strikes, racing through me, and | implode. I's more powerful than the last one, makes my 


thighs quake against him, and | arch my back as white stickiness stains black fabric. 


Dave never minded when | come first, he just lets me ride it out, each wave, not expecting me to reciprocate 
if I'm too spent. But | wouldn't leave him hanging, | know how bad he needs it. He never says it, never forces 
me into anything. | do it out of my own free will. Not because | owe him, but because | like to see him come 


undone. 


| take only a short moment to recover, because | know he's desperate to follow me, his aching cock still buried 
inside of me, and he's breathing so hard he sounds like he can't get enough oxygen. And maybe that's partly 
true as most of the air in the van is recycled by both our sets of lungs beyond recognition by now. 


Using the last strength | have in me, | begin to bounce in earnest on Dave's throbbing erection, ignoring the 
muscles in my body as they protest against further movement, purposely clenching my insides to make myself 
tighter and bring him off quicker. He actually releases something close to a whine, head falling back against the 
wall with a soft thud, eyes framed by orange lashes flickering down to watch what little they can see of the 
action going on beneath our waistlines. | hear the car creak as it rocks, vaguely aware of the distant noises, 
but | focus solely on Dave. His wet, crimson lips. His glassy, teary eyes. He's so frustrated, | can tell, | know 
the feel. He's so close and yet he still needs that little extra push to fall off the wagon, the tears welling up in 


his eyes and almost spilling over his cheeks. He's right on the verge, and he's so very vulnerable. 


His adams apple bobs as he swallows hard, lips moving as if he's trying to speak but no words are coming out, 


only his breath that strikes my face, warm and damp. Knowing what he likes, | let my fingers slide up to his 
scalp, nails gently scraping the tender skin before grabbing his hair at the roots. | tug, not too hard but not 
lightly either. He reflexively slaps a hand over his mouth, and | feel his body tense, coil as a bowspring. | give a 
second, harasher tug, and his body literally jolts beneath me before he bursts. Filling me up for the second 
time, his eyes roll back into his head. 


Dave loves hairplay, | swear he can get hard just from someone massaging his scalp, rubbing and tugging and 
pulling. And it's a damn tasty sight to watch, his jeans being tented and his moans spilling out unguarded. 


| can't get enough of him. He wants me, | want him. He likes me, | like him. We're together now. As official as 
itll ever get. | lean in to bury my face against the side of his neck, nose digging into soaked strawberry blonde 
curls. That scent of corn chips again, mixed with his sweat and cologne. The raw, bitter smell of sex is even 
heavier now, reeking off of us. | let it fill my lungs and go to my head. 

‘You're mine, he rasps, so softly its almost a whisper and barely audible. 


‘tm yours, if you're mine, | counter, just to have him confirm what | already know. 


‘Deal, he chuckles, out of breath, and | finally allow myself to let the butterflies in my belly take over my 
entire body. 


l'm glad my mom doesn't know. 


